' 3 * NohU Ktnjnten, 

What fhould rdoc/o make him know I love him 
tor 1 would fainc enjoy him ? Say I ventur’d ' 

1 o let iiini free ? what faies thelaw then ? Thus much 
A kindred : I will doe it. 

And this night, or to morrow he (hall love me. £xh^ 

Thislhortflo. E»terThefeuifHipalit4,TmtheMy 

nfh of Cor- Smilia ; tyircitewith * Garlmd, 

n«*and ThtJ', You have done worthily j I have not fecnc 

^^ovvtcs With- Since Hereulet^z man of tougher fy newes; 

- What ere you are.you run the beft,andwraftle, " • 

That thefc times can allow*. 

^rcfte. I atnproud topleafeyou* 

I Thef. What Coantrie bred you? 

%Arcite, This; butfarofiF,Princ?. 

Thef", Are you a Qentleman ? 

Arcite. My father faidfoj 
And to thofegentle ufes gave me life. 

Are you his heire ? 
curette. His yongeft Sir* 

Thef, Your Father 

Sure is a happy Sire then : what prooves you ? 

tyfreite. A little ofall noble Quallities •• 

1 could have kept a Hawke,and well have holloa’d 
• To a deepe crie of Dogges ; I dare not praife 
My featin horfemanfliip ; yet they that knew me 
W ould fay it was my beft pcccc : Iaft,and greatcKj 
I would be thought a Souldier. 

Thef, You areperfed. 

Vpon my foule, a proper roan. 

Bmilia, He isfo. 

IPer. How doc you like him Ladie ? 

Hip, I admire him, 

I have not feene fo youg a man,fo rtobic 
f If befay true, )of bis fort. 

Emil. Belcevc, 

His mother was a wondrous handfomc woman. 

His face me thinkes, goes that way* 

Hjf, But his Body Ad 


jire, J*f[f 21Sidoeroyableftrcrvice 

Foonelyiothyeourt.ofaU the world 

dwells faire-eyd honor. . 

And as vourduey’ar hits J kiffc her faire hand Sir. 

jlre Sir,v'ar a noble Giver t deareft Bcwtic, 

Th is let me feale my vowd faith : when your Servaac 
f Your moft unwor^tbie Creature) but offends you. 
Command him die, he lhall. 

Tfv^difa^SSnift'ufooncW.: , fro?*' 

y 4 roine,aud fomewhat better ihanypur raackc lie ttfo 
I per. He fee you furnifh d.and becaafe you fay 
You are a horfeman, I rouft needs iutreat you 


Freeze in my Saddle. 

^hef. Swect,youmuftbereadic, . 

And you SmiUajund y©u (Friend) and all 
To morrow by the Sun, to doc obfcryancc 
To flo wry May , in 'Pm w wood : waite weli Sic 
Vpon your Miff ris ; Smtij/y I hope 
He fhall not goe a footc. 

F £mii 


